THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

I get to Devon on the day I said I would. And it
is hot, I admit, and I am still stiff."

A complacency of foreknowledge shone across his
face. "Of course/5 he cooed, "I knew you'd come back.
It's all rot you were talking about having to go on. I
knew it was all the time; we can get back for lunch at
three. The worst of you men who've got tangled up in
engagements . . ."

But by this time we were out and mounting the car,
my knapsack going into the dickey with the beer and
the fish. "There in no time/' said Aubrey resolutely;
we whizzed off, skimmed round corners, mounted hills,
skirted woods, and quite definitely were.

Sally was on the doorstep as soon as the car reached
it, while the dogs yelped and bayed all round. "Mr.
Aubrey said you'd be sure to be back, sir," she said,
welcoming me in the most humiliating manner.

I very nearly went away, sulkily. In other words, I didn't.

This time it was fillet of sole, fried potatoes, and Double
Gloucester; then coffee and brandy in the sitting-room.
"I say," I said suddenly, "I really must get back into
Winchester to-night. Do you mind if I go and lie down
just for two hours; I'm still pretty tired."

"Certainly not," said Aubrey. "I'll wake you at six,
and then we can go over and see George."

I mumbled: "Yes, splendid," though there was
nobody in the world whom I wanted to see less than
George, who, anyhow, I reflected with bitterness, was
only a fat facetious farmer, and I went upstairs, took
off coat and shoes, put the eiderdown over me, and
relapsed into a dream of racing between horses with